The Comic all Hiforie of 

Portia. Too long a p.wfe for that which you finds there, 
Arag. What’s here ! the pourtrait of a blinking Ideot, 
Prefenting me a Scedule •• I wiil rcade ic. 

Ho w much unlike art thou to Portia ? 

,How much unlike my hopes, and my defervings ? 

Who choofeth me, fall have afmuch a s he deferves. 

Did I deferve no more than fooles head ? 

Is that my prize ? are mydefertsno better ? 

Tor. To offend and judge are diftintt offices, 

And of oppofed natures. Arrag, What is here ? 

The Fire [even times trie A this. 

Seven times tryed that judgement is, 

That did never choofe amijfe : 

Some there be that [badowes kjjfei 
Such have bat a Jhadowes bhjfe. 

There be fooles alive I vets. 

Silver'd ore, and fo was this* 

Take what wife you wttt to bed , 

I will ever bey ottr head : 

So be gone ,yott are fed. 

Arrag. Still more foolcl fhall appeare 
By the time I linger here : 

With one fooles head I came to weoe, 

But I goe away with two. 

Sweet adiew , lie keepe my oath , 

Patiently to bcare my wroth. 

For. Thus hath the candle fing’d the moath: 

O thefe deliberate fooles, when they doe choofe. 

They have their wifdomc by their wit to loofe. 

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefie , 

Hanging and wiving goes by deftinie. 

Por . Come draw the curtaine Nerriffa. 


Enter UWeffenger. 

Mejf. Where is my Lady ? 

! Por. Here , what would my Lord ? 

Mef, Madam, there is a- lighted at your gate 


Exeunt: 


A young 



the Merchant of Venice. 

A young Venetian, one that comes before 
Tofienifie th’aproacftingofhis Lord, 

Prom whom he bringetb fenfible regreets ; 

Towic/befides commends and curious breath) 

Gifts of rich value ; yet 1 have not feene 
So likely an Embaffadour of love. 

A day in April never came fo fweet 
To fliow how coftly Summer was at hand. 

As this fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Portia. No more I pray thee, lam halfe a-feard 
Thou wilt fay anone he is fosne kin to thee, 

Thou fpendft fuch high day wif in prayfing him i 
Come, come, Nerryfafot I long to fee 
QuickC Cupids Poft that comes fo mannerly. 

Nerrifa. Bajfanio , Lord, Love if thy will it be. 

Solanio and Salarino. 

Solanio. Now what newes on the Ryalto ? 

S atari. Why yet it lives there uncheckt,that Anthonio hath a 
fliipofrichjading wrackt on the narrow fcas ; the Goodwins T 
thirike they call the place, a very dangerous flat, and fatall, where 
the carca’ffes of many a tall fhip lie buried, as they fay, if my Goffip 
Report bean honeft woman of her word. 

Solanio. I would fhe were as lying a Goffip in that,as ever 
knapt Ginger,or made her neighbours beleeve fhe wept for the 
death of a third husband : but it is true, without any flips of pro- 
lixity, or croffing the plain high way oftalke, that the good *An* 
thonio, the honeft lAnthonio j O that I had a title good enough to 
keepe his name company. 

Salari. Come, the full flop. 

Solanio. Wz y what fay eft thou, why the end is, he hath loft a fhip 

Salari. I would it might prove the end of his Ioffes. 

Solanio. Let me fay Amen betimes , left the Dcvill croffe my 
prayer,f°r hecrchecomcsintbclikeneffeofalcw. How now 
Shylocke, what newes among the Merchants ? . Enter Shyloke. 
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